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About suppertime, I asked Bart, 
"What do you want to eat?" 
"Crackers:' 
"Crackers?! Are you sure? Don't you 
want ice cream or something like that?" 
"No, I want crackers." 
"Whatever you say, but that's the cra­
ziest thing I ever heard of. I hope it 
doesn't hurt your throat:• 
After he ate his crackers and didn't 
bleed to death, I felt a lot better. 
"That hurts, Mom;• Bart whined as I 
snagged a knot in his blond hair. 
"I'm sorry, baby, I won't brush so hard, 
okay?" 
"Okay:' 
I tucked him in the big bed and 
pulled the white sheet and white 
blanket up under his chin. 
"Give Mom a kiss and go to sleep:' 
"When do I get to go home?" he 
asked as he cradled his Darth Vader 
mask in one arm and his Curious 
George that Louis brought him from 
home in the other. 
"Tomorrow;' I said. 
"Can I stay at Granma and Granpa's 
Friday?" he asked. 
"We'I I see." 
He didn't get to stay that Friday 
night, but a few years later, Bart had a 
sister he had to rotate his Friday spend­
the-nights at Granma and Granpa's 
with. They always liked it if one of them 
could get away with staying twice in a 
row. 
"Mom, my nose is bleeding!" 
When I heard Wendy scream, I was 
at the kitchen sink rinsing dried blood 
out of her sheets from yesterday 's 
bloody nose episode. 
The urgency in her voice pulled me 
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